FROM CHARLEMAGNE TO ABELARD
a masterpiece which is placed in the hands of every student
of every university who sets out on the quest for a degree in
the Honours School of History. The masterpiece is Bryce's
Holy Roman Empire, a book aesthetically exciting from end to
end, but rising to the very height of grave eloquence when
its author comes to describe that event in which was contained
the climax of his story, the coronation of Charlemagne as
Emperor on Christmas Day, 800.
At length the Prankish host entered Rome. . . . Charles
remained in the city for some weeks; and on Christmas Day,
A.D. 800, he heard mass in the basilica of St. Peter. On the spot
where now the gigantic dome of Bramante and Michael
Angelo towers over the buildings of the modern city, the spot
which tradition had hallowed as that of the Apostle's martyr-
dom, Constantine the Great had erected the oldest and state-
liest temple of Christian Rome. . . . Out of the transept a
flight of steps led up to the high altar underneath and just
beyond the great arch, the arch of triumph as it was called:
behind in the semi-circular apse sat the clergy, rising tier above
tier around its walls; in the midst, high above the rest, and
looking down past the altar over the multitude, was placed the
bishop's throne, itself the curule chair of some forgotten
magistrate. From that chair the Pope now rose, as the reading
of the Gospel ended, advanced to where Charles, who had
exchanged his simple Prankish dress for the sandals and the
chlamys of a Roman patrician, knelt in prayer by the high
altar, and as in the sight of all he placed on the brow of tie
barbarian chieftain the diadem of the Caesars, then bent in
obeisance before him, the church rang to the shout of the
multitude, again free, again the lords and centre of the world,
"To Charles Augustus, crowned by God, the Great and
peace-giving Emperor, be life and victory." In that shout,
echoed by the Franks without, was pronounced the union, so
long in preparation, so mighty in its consequences, of the
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